PRIZE-FIGHT   PRAYER

hanger", nor "Riceyman Steps". And "Ricey-
man Steps " would have been made a reproach
too, if the servant Elsie had not happened to be a
very' sympathetic ' chara&er. Elsie saved " Eicey-
man Steps " from being called sordid and morbid
and all sorts of bad adjectives. As if the' niceness'
of a chara&er had anything to do with the quality
of the novel in which it appears 1 But authors are
never satisfied.

London.

A lawyer friend of mine, back from a visit to New
York, told me that he had recently been one of a
crowd of 47,000 at a prize-fight in Madison Square
Garden, where there was ordained an interval for
prayer for the repose of the soul of Tex Rickard,
the prise-fight organizer, whom everybody present
knew to be a great and violent sinner. Jack
Dempsey, and a professional toast-master at a
terrific salary, stood alone in the ring under a
blinding glare of spot-lights, while the whole vast
auditorium was darkened. Everybody had to stand
with bare and bowed head. The professional toast-
master prayed. A silence. Then the fighting
proceeded.

London.

I lunched near Park Lane, and stopped to talk
with an acquaintance outside the dining-room door.
We entered an enormous apartment, apparently
empty. But after a while I descried in the middle
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